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Will Tfilt Off,,™ Mlortiunond 

5?°°^ f ^Mrca gu lty bufineslnooe 

S“'? ,' t :‘*. L *M6«« t bu.»fr ( i„ 

Inchiskmdcisfo bold. 

^ rc - Sweet tPalamon. 

P^A I doe embrace you, and your offer, for 

£ ou , c offe u r . doo ’ c / onei y. Sir your perfon 
Without hipocrify I may not wifh 

Mote thm my Swor* edge ontT^ W **?*■* 
You hearc the Horses • 

Enter your Mufickeleaft thismatch between’s 
be croft.er met.give me your hand farewell. 

He bring you every needfull thing: I pray you 
Take comfort and be ftrong. J 

‘TW. Pray hoi i your proinife } 

And doe the deede with a bent brow, moft ertaine 
You love me not, be rough with me, and powre 
Th IS oileout of your language^ this ayre 
I could for each word, give a Cuffe : my ftomach 
not rcconcild by reafbn, 

Arc. Phinely fpoken, 

/ec pardon me hard language , when I fpur 

x . , r - . . . Winde homes. 

My norle^I chide him nor; content, and anger 
In me have but one face. Harke Sir, they call 
The fcacterd to the Banketjyou mufl gueife 
I have an office there. 

Pal. Sir your attendance 
Cannot pleafe heaven, and I know your office 
Vnjfuftly isatcheev’d. 
zsirc. If a good title, 

I am perfwaded this queftion fi eke bitween’s. 

By 


Tk Two Noble Kinfmefo M. 

„ ALpfUr’d-IamaSuitour, ,, 

By bleeding muft b m cquea t h this plea, 

That to your Sworuy 

An d talkeofitnomore. 

For note you, mine lhe is. 

Arc, Nay then. 

You tike feeding me to breed me ftrength 
You are going now to looke upon a Sun 
That ftrengthens what it lookes on, there 
You havea vantage ore me, hut enjoy’ c till _ 

1 may enforce my remedy. Farewell. &xe**r. 

} Scama 2 . Enter I ay lor s, daughter alone. 

Dattgh. He has miflookejthe Beakc I meant, is gone 
After his fancy, Tis now welnigh morning. 

No macter.would it yme perpetual! night# 

And darkenes LofdTo’th world, Harke us a woolfe? 

In me hath greife flame feare,and but for one thing 
I care for nothing, and that’s ’Talamon. 

] wreake not if the wolves would jaw mc>fo 
He had this File 5 what if I hallowd for him? 

I cannot hallow : if I whoop’djwhat then ? 

]f he not anfweard,I ffiould call a wolfe. 

And doe him but that fervice. 1 have beard 
Strangc howles chisliye-long nighr,why may’t not be 
They Have made prey ofhimfhehas no weapons. 

He cannot run, the Iengling of his Gives 

Might call fell things to liffen, who have in them 
A fence to know a man unarmd,and can 
Smell where refiftance is. lie fet it downe 
He’s tome to pceces.they howld many together 
And then they feed on hiimSomuch for that. 

Be bold toting the Bell; how Band 1 then ? 

All’s char’d when he is gone, No, no I lye. 

My Father’s to bchang’dfor hisefcape, 

My felfe to beg, if I prizd life fo much 
As to deny my a£, but that I would not, 

Should 
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